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es may be added to the garniture. 
at the first mouthful you do not thrill 
upture, the Thames will prove scarce 
id muddy enough to hide your shame.”’ 


Maeterlinck’s characters lean 
other and begin, ‘‘ How dark 
s, isn’t it dark! “Dark as 
feel a sympathetic awe of the 
little chills creeping along our 
testify to the power behind the 
hplace phrases. But it is not safe for 
else to try the Same effects, for, with 
sterlinck, the power is gone, and the 
comes a mere trick. Mr. Henry B. 
should have thought of this before he 
‘The Puppet Booth’ (The Century 
‘ollection of spasmodic plays done in 
nner of the great Belgian. The be- 
of ‘*The Cure of Souls” 
umple of this: 


gives a 


ol in the heart of the primeval for- 
sé beside it a human habitation—half 
1alf chapel. The pool is fed by a 
tream, which, rising high above, 
waterfall over a ledge of rock, and 
ed by meansof a larger stream lying 
et below. Close to the edge of the 
ck of lambs are grazing, and two or 
Vvans.’’ 

A tale of this decadent 
1s incomplete without swans as Loh- 


s, of course. 


himself. Parenthesis are fully as 
ls, and even more trying. Here is 
ple: 
de Deux. Through the floor rise 
mm and Damnation (a man among 
decked in desperate convolutions of 
tk and yellow, and swirl and swing 
before a shifting array of imps 
A fierce light beats upon their 
s, but the throne behind them still 
in shadow. )’? 
What is it for? 
. Fuller himself really know ? 


does it all mean? 


ber of books containing short stories 
ne out lately, none of them better 
Homespun,’’ by Edith Nesbit (Rob- 
is). This is a collection of quiet little 
bout English country people, slight 
mportant of plot, but so full of human 
30 alive with rustic personality, as to 


» impression of an actual experience. 
es they are frankly and deliciously 


inherits an Irish estate, and in consequen 
las several attempts made on her life by h 
Then a bold lov 
vicks her up bodily and carries her away 

a lonely castle, a way of wooing that provq 
effective, for after she is freed, she com 
ack in disguise to nurse him through 


cousin, the next heir. 


illness, and at last consents to live happi 
(For sale by Joseph A. Hofma 
20 Sutter street.) 


ver after. 


In ‘A Woman With a Future ” (Frederi 
A. Stokes Co.), Mrs. Andrew Dean has giv 
us very much the usual thing. There is t 
grave, virtuous Englishman, the silly, empt 
A dee 
dent author or two and a couple of contras 


headed wife, and the other man. 


ing mothers make up the setting, and tl 
The peop 
neither talk nor act like living beings, b 
they live in London, and that is enough ff 
Is it because they kno} 
For sale at the ‘‘ Emporium? 


story winds up in an elopement. 


most publishers. 
the public? 


Under the name of ‘* Where the Atlan 
Meets the Land” (Roberts Brothers) Cal 
well Lipsett has published a number of mo] 
or less painful stories of the Irish peasantr 
He shows them for the most part inoencei 
ably brutish and superstitious, capable 
deeds more suitable to the Middle Ages thi 
Nineteenth Century. Of 
would like to think that stories like ‘* Mo 
Cruel Than the Grave’ could have no fou 
dation in fact, but Irish history shows the 


this civilized 


to be only too possible. 


If you want to get a story accepted tk 
one of the magazines, there is only o: 
thing you have to do,—buy a bucket 
Smear this carefully ov 
every inch of the most rickety plot, ar 
your contribution will stick firmly whe 
ever it is aimed. If you want to write 
love story, go down to San Lorenzo @ 
catch a couple of Portuguese—Portege 
[ mean, study their rounded, musical s 
lables, notice the lively pantomime 
their gestures, catch the glinting light 
their soulful, unspeculative , brown ey 
and you have a sure winner.- The lo 
and the story will make no differen 
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local color, 


